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Night | 


Author's Notes: 
| am getting back on my train of thought here. | promise to have updates for my other stuff soon, so please 


bear with me. | know the wait is killing some people (sorry!!! uwu) 


Thank you once again for reviewing and reading. It means a lot to me. 


It was just a shitty little garage. That's all. We used it as a rehearsal space. And a living space, a hangout 
space, a storage space.. Well, you get the idea. Sometimes the other guys crashed here, sometimes they didn't. 


Axl and | lived here full-time. That's all. Nothing special. 


It started out as nothing. Just innocent. It was raining, and the roof was like Swiss cheese. Water dripped in 
from the ugly cracks in the ceiling. Axl and | were the only ones here, and we went to bed a litte early tonight. 
And by "early tonight" | mean before 5 am. We were just laying in the pitch-dark up on the lumpy mattress in 
the loft the other guys had built for us when the rain started hitting the roof. Raindrops started to drip into 


my hair. Damn. This place really was a shithole. 


"Hey, Slash?" | heard Axl's beaten, scratchy voice in the dark; he had a cold. Which means | was probably going 


to catch it too, seeing how close we were. 

"Yeah?" 

"Can | move over to your side? The fucking rain is dripping on me." 

"Yeah, sure, | guess. Take your half of the blanket with you so it doesn’t get wet. We don't have a dryer." 


He grabbed his half of the blanket and sheet and scooted over to me. Now it was cramped. Eh. | missed my 
space already. Fuck you too, Mother Nature. Our arms were touching, we were both laying on our sides. | could 
feel the heat of his body hitting mine in waves. | felt bad for him; he probably felt like shit. | wanted to help 
him feel better... 


"I think you've got a fever, man. | said, reaching my hand out feeling his warm forehead in the dark. Somehow 
| knew exactly where he was, even though | couldn't see him. All of a sudden, my heart started pounding. Like, 

out of nowhere! What the fuck was this all about? Just from touching him? The weirdest thing of all was that 
he didn't shy away from my Touch. 


"Ha. Guess that explains why | feel like fucking shit." He laughed softly in the dark. The rain continued to pound 
on the roof. It was like a thousand ping-pong balls hitting the roof and rolling off He coughed Ugh. That 
sounded horrible. He pulled his half of the sheet in closer around him; | could hear the rustling of the musty 
fabric in the pitch blackness. | knew what that meant. 


"You cold?" | asked him, yawning a little. 


"Ah-yeah." said Axl, sniffling. "Its really cold in here." This was half true: it was a little cool in here, but not 
cold. | was pretty comfortable; or, as comfortable as it gets when you're stuck in a shithole like this. Now | did 
feel genuinely bad for the guy. Even though he pissed me off sometimes. 


"Well, come here, I'm warm." | wrapped my arms around him, one around his waist and the other around his 
shoulders. When I'd said it, I'd thought nothing of it. Once | pulled his body in a little closer to me, my thoughts 
changed. He was so warm and soft, and his skin was like milk under my hands. Wow.. that was not what | was 
expecting at all. He smelled good, I'm not sure what it was, but | liked it. Maybe it was his shampoo or 
something. | held my breath, realizing exactly what I'd just done. Axl does not like to be touched like this by a 


guy..he's gonna think this is weird.he's gonna hit me and call me a freak, or worse.. oh fuck! 
He didn't hit me. He didn't pull away. He didn't call me a freak. He didn't even move! My heart was going to 
burst in my fucking chest! Damn, Slash, what were you thinking..? But what happened next shocked me even 


more. 


He sighed and settled into the touch. Like, | could literally feel every muscle in his body relax under my 


fingertips. Holy. Shit. Wow.that fever must be frying his brain for him to actually like me holding him close like 
this..And why was | even doing this in the first place? 


"You are warm.." Axl sighed contentedly. He coughed again, trying not to do it on me. | did silently thank him for 
that. Being sick was a pet peeve of mine. “Sorry.” 


"No, it's ok. You're sick. You can't help it" | said, yawning again. He laughed again. | was starting to like that 
sound. And.. he felt good in my arms. | couldn't even explain it. It just..felt good. 


Silence fell, except for the rain. He was so close to me. | could hear his congested, but still soft, breathing and 
feel his shoulders rise and fall gently with it. The ends of his hair were really silky and soft too. | could picture 
him in the dark; | didn't need to see him. His slender neck, the slope of his shoulders that spilled into his curvy 


back and narrow hips.. Wow, it was getting fucking warm in here.. 


He was asleep long before | was. | just laid awake on my side, lazily stroking down his back and up again, 
sometimes migrating into his long hair. | liked his hair, it was bright and real. His breathing was soft and really 
relaxing, even though it sounded a little ragged from his cold. His fever made him feel like a human furnace, 


but | liked the extra warmth. | would never tell him any of this though. Oh no. Not me. 


I'm enjoying this. More than | should be. So much so that him sleeping is making me fall asleep. Ha. Go figure. | 


guess I'd be ok with it raining more often if it meant we could do this. 


| sighed and rested my forehead on the top of his head. That's the last thing | remember. 


Night 2 


Author's Notes: 
Ok, we're getting better, getting better.. not great, but better. Thanks to all who stuck with me and my erratic 
self thus far. I'd be lying if | said you guys didn't give me strength. 


Thanks for reviewing and reading, and thank you to sgSixx for being my trusty BETA. She's the Alpha Dog in 


my eyes. *salute* 


| was sound fucking asleep when the sirens sounded. | bolted awake, my heart thumping madly, staring into 
pitch fucking darkness. | flipped onto my side like a floundering fish. What the fuck--? What time was it? What 
was happening? What did we do? 


Through the crack in the door, | could see flashes of red and blue. It made my head hurt and my stomach 
turn. My mouth was as dry as the Sahara. | could hear Axl's shallow breathing next to me, still recovering 
from his cold from hell. | could tell he was awake too, and staring at the flashing crack under the door. Car 
doors slam. Thudding footsteps. Flashlights. Neither one of us dared to move, not even a little. They might hear 
us. But | heard the faintest of a rustle; Axl moved his head to look at me. | couldn't see him in the dark, but | 
felt his hair tickling my bare shoulder. 


"Did you get caught in a dive again?" He whispered right into my ear. His hot breath tickled the inside of my 
ear and | squirmed, cursing at myself for how fucking loud | was. | shook my head feverishly, my breath stil 
coming in shallow bursts. | could feel his eyes burning into me, into my soul, in the dark. | was telling the truth; 
| had been hanging with Marc over at his parents’ deli until about an hour or so ago, when | came back here 


and Axl was resting in bed. 


"Ok" He whispered back. The cops were still outside. | heard their footsteps thudding around in the alleyway, 
see their flickering flashlight beams scanning the alleyway. They were looking—were they looking for us? Our 
place was known for getting into a lot of trouble on a regular basis: late-night parties, underage drinking, wild 
sex, drugs, loud music, you name it we had it. But we had been quiet recently; | had just gotten back from 
County Jail and Axl had been ejected from a club in police custody last week. | was so terrified after my 
experience in County.. | didn't want to go back.. never! | couldn't! Oh God! 


"Check down this way!" | heard one of the cops calling in the alley. Most LA. Cops were bullies: mean, brutal, 
nasty. They weren't bright and they didn't give a shit whether you were really guilty or not; if you were guilty 
to them, they took you in. And to them, we were punk-ass trouble-making street-rats. And we were guilty as 


fuck. | faced Axl, my breathing getting worse as fear closed in on me.. | was suffocating.. 


"Axl... | can't go back to County.. | can't." | breathed shakily, as loud as | dared with those motherfuckers 


outside our front door, so to speak They continued to storm up and down the alley. "You don't understand." 


Hot tears-tears!-ran across the bridge of my nose and into my hair. The cement walls, the peeling bars..it was 


all coming back to me! Make it stop, dammit! | squeezed my eyes shut, sobbing silently- 


A soft, very warm hand brushed the side of my face, smoothing away my hair and dabbing the tears. His 
hand.. It was gentle. He coughed into his arm, deadening the sound to almost nothing. But my heart was still 
thundering erratically. | bit my lip. Don't find us.please.. 


"We know you're here! If you come out now, we won't place you under arrest!" A cop yelled outside. | felt as if 


| couldn't breathe at all now, like the air in my fucking lungs had turned to concrete. 


A smooth arm slid under my shoulders and quietly pulled me into his soft, warm chest. The fabric of his shirt 
was even warm. | could still tell he had a fever. His arms closed around me tightly, compressing me into his 
body almost tenderly, like | was a small kid who had scraped his knee on the playground. | wasn't expecting it, 
totally out of left field! This.this was happening..right? Axl.holding me.. Axl was holding me.. what the hell? Was 
| dreaming? Or did | have a brain-frying fever like he did? He was so warm and soft.. like a pillow.. His 
breathing still sounded congested, and it rattled a little in his throat and lungs. | felt sorry for him. | wanted to 


pull away. 

Should we be doing this? 

We're both guys.. 

But he was so warm.. 

But | like girls.. 

It feels good here next to him.. 


"Enough dicking around, you little brats!" That idiot cop. Why won't he just go away? Please go away.. My panic 
was starting to ebb away a little, but | was still on edge. He had a hand wrapped around my back, the other 
was gently running through my fluffy curls. His chin rested on top of my head More feet stomping around 
outside our door. Axl's hands tightened around me, pressing me closer to him. His heartbeat was racing in my 


ear. | could feel the ends of silky strands of hair brushing my shoulders. 


itll be ok" Axl breathed, holding me to him tenderly. The warmth radiating from him felt incredible. "Just stay 
quiet. Stay quiet and they won't find us. It'll be ok" | felt like | was melting into him. Meanwhile my face is 
burning and | am trying to figure out what we did recently that would warrant cops showing up on our 
doorstep. Maybe one of Izzy's clients had a pissed off family member and somehow ratted us all out? Or 
maybe the bouncers knew Axl was destructive and explosive. Or maybe someone knew | was underage and saw 


me drinking? These thoughts whirled in my head and made my stomach turn. 


Maybe Axl could sense that | was breaking again, because he squeezed me. Dear God, or whatever, can 


we.stay like this? Even if it's just for the night? 


No! Dammit, Slash! Focus! 


"Aha, there you are!" The cop shouted. We both jumped ten feet in the air, and Axl squeezed me to him so 
tight it hurt. That door was going to open any second-| held Axl tightly-l couldn't breathe- 


But it never came. 
"Hey! Don't give me that look! You know why we're out here!" The cop yelled outside. Wait.. what? 


"Aw, come on, man, we not bothering nobody." some street kid slurred outside. | heard the shatter of a beer 


bottle falling onto the asphalt. 
"Yeah, man, lighten up a little!" came this nasally female voice that made me want to shove cotton in my ears. 
| clutched Axl in our silence, hearing his heart rate returning to normal. | still didn't dare to breathe. You mean 


-those kids were who they were after? 


"Come on, let's go, move it! We're calling your parents, come on, pick it up!" Another cop barked. Three or four 
groans followed this. 


"Aw, man! My dad's gonna kill me!" A teenage boy whined. | thought | heard a girl start crying. The cops led 
them past our locked door, stilettos clicking on the asphalt. Neither one of us moved until we heard car doors 
slam shut and drive off. And for at least ten seconds after that. 

Then we both exhaled. Holy mother of fucking GOD! 

"Shit, dude.. | thought for fucking sure they were coming after us.." | gasped, trying to slow my own heart. 
Relief was hitting me like a freight train.over and over again. | stayed where | was, clutching him to me still. It 
felt good. 

He didn't push me off. 


"Me too.. | was afraid | was getting a sentence this time." | heard his low, deep voice breathe a sigh of relief 


next to my head. He coughed. | heard it deep in his chest. Yuck. 
"Eww.. that sounds gross.." | laughed. He smirked, then coughed. 


"Haha, | was afraid | was going to give us away. With my cough and whatnot, you know?" said Axl, fixing the 
sheets. 


Silence. Deep silence. 


"Hey, Axl?" 


"Yeah, Slash?" 

"Y-you're really warm and soft." 

‘Um. 

"Nol Not-not like flabby! | mean. comforting, you know? Soothing.” 

"W-wow. um. th-thank you." 

| think | could feel him blushing in the dark. | kid you not. More silence. 

"Axl?" 

"Slash?" 

"C-can we stay like this tonight? If-if that's ok? I'm kinda comfy, you know?" 

"Y-yeah. Sure. Im-comfy too" 

About to overflow with some emotion | really didn't understand, | loosened my grip on his shirt and relaxed into 
him, resting my head on his chest. He really did make a rice pillow. | slung my arm over his stomach. He 
wrapped his arms around my waist and drew me in | sighed contentedly. Wow, | had never been so chill before 
in my life. Not even when | was high. What the hell was this all about? 

"Hey, Axl?" 

"Yeah?" 

"What do you call this? 

"What do you mean?" 

'THS” 

"Oh. This? Sleeping. Why?" He coughed. | heard him swallow. His throat sounded dry. | made a note to try and 
see if | could locate a bottle of water for him tomorrow, since he'd probably spend the day in bed resting 
again. 

"No reason” 


"Oh. Er-ok." 


Even more silence. 

"Axl?" | got an irritated-but-not-really sigh. | felt his chest move. 

"Yes?" 

"Goodnight" | shifted my head on his chest and got comfortable. | could almost feel his irritation melt away. 
And it may have just been sleepy me, but | swear that | felt his hand stroking my hair gently. | would fucking 
swear it on my Aerosmith record collection. But | didn't mind it one bit, oddly. | just settled into the touch and 
listened to the sound of his breathing. 


"Oh.. Goodnight, Slash." 


All things considered, I'd never slept better before in my whole life. 


Night 3 


Author's Notes: 
Yay it's finally here! Night number 3! | ttook a little, but finally | was able to finish it! Only two nights left to 
go! Will Slash get Axl, or are these two just not compatible? Stick around and you'll find out! 


Special thanks to those who reviewed and stuck with me! Also, on a side note, if you ever need help, don't 


hesitate to reach out for me. No one person can do everything on their own (Words to live by!) 


| watched him. More like, stared at him, actually. But he was sound asleep, so | guess it didn't matter a whole 


lot. The one lamp we owned was on in the corner, casting a dim light everywhere. The shadows were deeper 


than the light. 


He'd pretty much slept the whole day. | did some running around earlier: bought a new pair of pants, visited 
Del at his new house, said hello to Tim, Rod and Erica, and picked up some water for Axl. It was the least | 
could do for him. He looked a little better today, but his voice sounded horrible. Oh well. Our PA system was 
shit anyway. No big thing. | had to wake him up just to eat, not that we had much. Now he was sleeping again. 
But to be fair, it was close to two in the morning, if my watch still worked. 


| couldn't sleep. | was propped back against the wall, smoking what was left of my cigarettes. And watching him. 
| felt like | couldn't take my eyes off of him: he fascinated me. His long, perfectly straight red hair.. it looked 
like fire, and glowed in the dim light. His skin was clearer and prettier than any girl's; porcelain, but soft as milk. 
| wonder if he used any lotion or anything? His waist and hips were so slender, curvy, like a girl's. And even 
though his eyes were shut, | could feel their warmth. He really did have gorgeous eyes..But he was my friend. 
And my roommate and bandmate. What made me think of him like that? We're.friends, right? 


But what about last night? When he held me to him, and | fell asleep on his chest? And this morning, when | 
woke up still there? Or the night before, when | hugged him close and he didn't pull away? Do friends really..act 
this way, or feel this way about each other? And how does he feel about me? | mean, we hug all the time, 
but I've never held a boy so close to me like that, let alone him. Mr. Explosive Bipolar |. Shit... this was all giving 


me a headache.. 


Axl moaned softly and slowly raised himself up on his hands. The sheets slid off of him. He was wearing the 
clothes he'd worn today, and the day before. They were wrinkled He rubbed an eye and squinted me; | forgot 
his eyesight sucked without his contacts. 


"What's with the light, dude?" He said scratchily, sounding slightly irritated and brushing his curtain of hair 
away from his face. | breathed out, trying my fucking best to ignore my heart pounding. This was some 
messed up shit.. 


"Couldn't sleep.. Sorry, man. I'll turn it off for you. Did | wake you up?" | asked. In my head, | shouted every 


swear word | knew. Motor mouth.. I'm so embarrassed.. 
"No." He yawned, sitting up, but he still looked irritated He scratched his head and looked at me. "You ok?" 


"Who, me? Oh! Yeah, no, l'm fine. I'm just thinking." | said, shaking some curls out of my face. He took my 
cigarette gingerly out of my hand and took a drag. 


"What about? The band? Our happy little home here?" He chuckled in that deep voice of his. Guess he got over 
being woken up. Then he coughed and handed me back my cigarette. Without thinking, | scooted in closer to him 
and patted him on the back. Once he was done dying, he smiled at me and dabbed at his watery eyes. 


"You ok?" | asked him. He nodded, massaging his chest. "I've just been thinking." Axl raised his eyebrows and 


grinned. 


"Well don't keep me in suspense here, jackass. What about?" He smirked. | shrugged, really not wanting to say 
what | was thinking. Play it cool, Slash, come on.. "What?" 


"| dunno, about.. us, | guess." | said quietly, dropping my eyes. Well, there it is. Right on the table for both of 
us to see. Fuck. My. Miserable. Life. | didn't want to know what he looked like right; what expression he wore. 
My stomach was twisting in on itself. Dammit.. 


"What do you mean?" came his reply. He sounded confused. | swallowed the lump in my throat and bravely 


soldiered on. May as well dig myself in deeper, | guess. 
'Like.what are we?" | brought my head up to look at him. His eyes glowed even in the soft light. He smiled. 


"Haha, are you getting all existential on me? It's a bit early in the morning to debating this shit with you, 
man." He laughed, shaking his head. 


"No, no.. that's not it." | sighed, slightly frustrated. Why was it so hard to talk to him? Jesus Christ! Axl 
frowned, clearly getting fed up with me. And how could | blame him..? 


"Well, when you sort it out, let me know. I'm tired and | still don't feel good" said Axl bluntly, laying back down 


again and pulling his blanket over him. 


In two seconds, | was on top of him. I'd never wanted him so bad in all my life: to own those gorgeous hips and 
slender thighs, to stroke his perfect red hair, and to taste those bright red lips. My tongue was inside his 
mouth, exploring every crevice. He tasted like cigarettes. My hand ran down his white neck, over his voice box, 
down his slender chest and across his stomach; his heart was racing. God, it felt so amazing to have him 


there, to feel one with him! He was so perfect- 


With a crack, | felt a stinging pain on the left side of my face. It felt like someone hit me with a burning 
branch or something. Suddenly my head hit wood. White lights popped in front of my eyes and the back of my 
head ached. The ceiling swam a little..ow..looking in front of me, | saw a flash of red hair, like fire, streak across 
the room. The sound of the rolling garage door being yanked open and slammed. Dead silence. | cried. Not 
because of my face or my head.. Because what | just did to him did way more damage than anything he had 


just done to me.. 
I'm such a heartless bastard.. 


| fell asleep alone. 


Night 4 


Author's Notes: 
Night 4 is locked and loaded! Thanks for being patient with me guys; between work and my injury from my car 
accident, | have not had much time at all to write. | missed it, but now | am back. | hope you enjoy it! One 


more night to go! 


Laying in bed alone sucks. Because | was so used to having him next to me.. 


Even before this touchy-feely-whatever-this-is started, Axl and | shared that bed in this trash heap. | was 
so used to having him there next to me; feeling the heat from his body, or accidentally nudging him softly 
when | sprawled out too much. | was so accustomed to the sound of his breathing, the rustling of the sheets 
when he moved, the contented sighs. |.| missed him already. 


| couldn't find hide nor red hair of him all day. And | looked everywhere. None of the other guys had seen him, 
and he wasn't over at Tim and Erica's. | checked all the houses of the girls and strippers we knew, and none of 
them had seen him all day. | walked the streets, no signs of him. Around IO at night | started to worry. | mean, 
| knew he wasn't a pushover by any means, but it didn't stop me from picturing graphic, horrible scenarios 
that ended with him being raped by some demented slimeball, or drugged and tied up in some back alley. Fuck. 


My mind was racing as | stared at the dark ceiling. Dammit, Axl, please come back. l'm sorry.. 
BANG! 


| leapt up like I'd been shot! Jesus Motherfucker! | stared towards the rolling metal door. It sounded like 
something heavy had hit it. My heart was bruising ribs with how fast it was beating. Slowly, and careful not to 
fall, | got out of bed and crossed to the rolling door, opening it slowly. And there he was. 


"Holy shit, Axl?" | gasped at the crumpled, disheveled heap that was my friend, lead singer and roommate. He 
looked a little confused as to how he got on the ground and why he got there. His black cop hat was askew and 
it looked like he'd torn his black jeans and grazed his knee when he fell. He wobbled to his feet and tried to 
stand, but swayed and leaned on the siding, giggling. He was trashed . 


"H-hey, | thought this was where | livedl" He giggled, still swaying unsteadily. He was making me nervous; | 
thought he was going to hit the pavement at any moment. "I thought l-1 was gonna have to ask for directions!" 
Ok, he was more than trashed. 


"Axl, holy shit, where have you been? I've been looking for you all day! | was worried!" | said, looking him over. 
It didn't look like anyone had taken advantage of him. Wow.. that was where my mind went first? God I'm a 


terrible person. 


“Andy, man! Andy was workin at the Rainbow tonight! He-he was hanging out with me, and this guy at the bar 
said he'd buy me all the drinks | wanted if-if | gave him a handjob! Isn't-isn't that great?" He grinned at me 
like it was. I+ wasn't, but | had more important shit to worry about. Axl swayed, still clutching the siding. 


"Axl, man, how much have you had to drink?" | eyed him, very concerned. His eyes were unfocused; | could tell 


even in the moonlight. Somewhere in the distance, a cat jumped out of a garbage can. 


"l-some Jack, a rum and coke, haha that was good-some Tequila, gin, vodka-oh! And-and shots too!" He 
slurred, way too happily, ticking them off on his fingers and losing track. | gaped at him. Holy shit, and | 
thought / could drink! 


"Dude, what the hell were you thinking? You gotta space your drinks out, you-" But | stopped myself. Because | 
realized | was the pot calling the kettle black. | rubbed my temples and sighed. The one night | picked to be 
sober was the night he came home blasted off his ass. My how the tables have turned. | sighed. "Please tell 


me you at least ate something?" 


Looking like he had no fucking clue what planet he was on, Axl stared at the sky and put a hand on his 


stomach, like he couldn't remember. 
"No." He finally said, misty-eyed and swaying like a branch in the wind. Jesus Christ.. 


"Axl, for God's sake." He cut me off by throwing up on the pavement. | sighed. He didn't look too happy now; 

now he looked downright sick. | knew that point all too well: he had almost reached the "party's over" point of 
being drunk. I'd been there many times, and so had he, just not as often. | approached him, dodging the mess 

and putting a hand on his shoulder. His white button-up was soft. "You ok?" 


He breathed deeply a few times. Then he looked up and laughed at me, still enjoying himself, apparently, even 
though his body had just forcibly ejected everything in his stomach. 


"Come on, Axl, lets get you inside, ok? You should lay down before you fall down" | said, putting an arm around 


Axl and pulling him into me. 


"You're really nice.." said Axl softly, giggling a bit. Wow, was it hot out here or was it just me? Even though he 
was drunk, | was so overjoyed to have him next to me again that | could care less what state he was in, as 
long as he was here with me and ok. | kicked the lever to the door back up with my foot, still holding onto him. 
He wasn't making it easy for me; he was more leaning on me than anything, and even though he was skinny as 
fuck, he was still dead weight and | was still a junkie and an alcoholic. He kept nuzzling me. Cute as it was, it 


wasn't helping me at all. 


"Come on, Ax, help me out here." | said to him, firm but not angry. Needless to say, he didn't listen. Carefully, | 
carried him up to the loft and laid him down, making sure his head was well above the rest of his body. 


"| like you a lot" Axl giggled some more, not even bothering to control himself. You'd think someone was tickling 


him. Even though he was drunk, | liked the sound The butterflies in my stomach were desperately trying to 
get out. He grabbed my hand and pressed it to his soft cheek. My heart started pounding so loudly | was sure 
the people down the block could hear it. He pressed his soft lips to my hand, sending rays of explosive heat up 
my arm. | wonder what shade of red | turned. Was this-actually happening? His face was pink too, but it was 
probably from the alcohol. Or his fever... 


"Axl, l-" | stammered, nervous as hell. What the fuck was | going to say? Stop it? Keep going? Wanna fuck me? 


No! No, | couldn't say that! Keep it together, Slash! 


"Don't tell Slash, but you look j-just like him, man. You should-see him, he's so goddamn beautiful. My-my 
heart starts pounding every time he l-looks at me, man.. like him so much." Axl sighed and giggled like a 
schoolgirl, blushing like one too. What. The. Actual. Fuck? You mean Axl is so drunk that he doesn't even 


recognize me?! What kind of fucked up world were we living in? 


"But you can't tell him ok? Pinkie-swear that you won't tell Slash | like him? Cause-cause it's a sin for a man 


to love another man. My stepdad-said that..But | like him so much..” 


Axl started planting sweet, feather-light kisses on my hand. God, they felt so amazing and wonderful. | was just 
so happy to have him here safe and (mostly) sound. And to have heard the words that just came out of his 
mouth.. did he mean those, or was that the alcohol talking? |; meanwhile, had been stunned into silence. What 
the hell could | say to that? | sat back against the back wall of the loft, dissecting it all in my head. Did he 
mean it? Or did | imagine it? Axl would never just come out and spill something like that, not without help. But 
he still said it, didn't he? Could he really-? 


Axl crawled into my lap like the oversized, drunken kitten that he was, slowly pushing my shirt up and nuzzling 
and kissing my belly, his soft hair dancing across my skin. Oh, fuck it. Tenderly, meaningfully, | smoothed the 
long strands of copper off his face and forehead. He closed his eyes, relaxing at the touch. He smelled of 
peppermint and alcohol; a -lot- of alcohol. Slowly, softly, | bent down and kissed his forehead. He smiled. | smiled 


because he smiled. | knew to enjoy the moment now, because things were going to royally suck tomorrow. 


Night 5 


Author's Notes: 

Ok, first off, I'm back. :3 Second of all, this is almost done and it will be the first multi-chapter fic I've 
published on here that I've finished! For those that know me and my habits, that is a huge milestone. | 
apologize to my cowriters, | promise | will be getting in touch with you shortly. Life is crazy at the moment. 
Anyway, please enjoy. Only one more installment to go. :3 


The sun was starting to set. | only knew that because the sliver of light that seeped in under the rolling door 
was getting dimmer and pinker. This place had no windows. It was a shitty plaster box. But it was our place, and 
it was better than sleeping on the streets, tucked in some back alley like pieces of trash left to rot. 


Axl had slept pretty much all day. | didn't want to leave him alone in case he puked in his sleep and choked on 
it. So, I'd been here with him, eating what was left of our stale Ritz crackers and making sure he was ok. He 
hadn't woken up once since he passed out last night from his alcohol binge. All | knew was that it was starting 
to get light out when he finally fell asleep, head in my lap, still fucking wasted. My how the tables had turned. 
So I'd wrapped him in a blanket and laid him up in the loft on the lumpy mattress. 


But | was getting hungry and these crackers sucked. | didn't want to just leave Axl by himself, but we had no 
phone or anything to order pizza with what little money was left from our paychecks. | wanted to wake him 
up..but what kind of reaction would he have when he realized where he was and how shitty he felt? Damn. 


Why were our lives so fucking complicated? 


Deciding that | really wanted to go get us both something to eat that wasn't shitty crackers, | climbed up into 
the loft and went to prod him awake. He was sleeping pretty peacefully, his red hair fanned around his milky 
face, his complexion perfectly smooth. | always envied how smooth his skin was; he never got pimples or 
anything. Lucky bastard. His breathing was soft and deep, his chest moving. The years and stress of life fell 
away from him when he slept. He looked.perfect. | really didn't want to disturb him, but it had to be done. 
Maybe he wouldn't be upset if | offered him food. 


Biting my lip, | called his name softly and gently shook him. He didn't respond right away, and when he did he 
just moaned softly and didn't open his eyes. | shook him again. 


"Axl..Ax..wake up." | said quietly. 


Finally, he opened his seafoam eyes. He was slow to come back to waking, and understandably so, especially 


after binge drinking the night before. He rubbed his (presumably sore) head. 


"S-Slash?" Axl moaned, squinting up to look at me, shielding his eyes from the only lamp we owned. He sat up 


slowly, the blanket sliding off of him, rubbing his eyes roughly. 


"Axl, not so hard..you'll rub your contacts out" | said, feeling more and more like his mother. Since when was | 
the responsible one? He looked around, taking it all in. 


"How did | end up back here?" He asked, yawning. Then the effects of his hangover from hell hit him like a 
freight train. "Oh..my head.” 


"Man, | hate to tell you this, but you were fucking wasted last night. Like, gone. | had to haul you into bed. You 
threw up outside and everything. You've been sleeping all day." | said to him. He looked at me, like he couldn't 
believe what he was seeing. 


"Wha--l don't understand---" He said, rubbing his forehead. "How the hell did | end up back here?" 


"You kinda--found your way back yourself." | said, chucking the Ritz box aside so | could stretch my legs up on 
the loft. Axl stared at me again before scoffing. 


"Good one, Slash. You're good at storytelling AND kissing. Who fucking knew?" 


„Ouch. Boy, you had to go right for the jugular, huh? Whatever, Axl, l'm not going to stoop to your shippy, 
hungover level. Not my fault you decided to go out and drink yourself under the bar. 


"Dude, I'm telling the truth. You stumbled back here, drunk off your ass. You didn't even know what planet we 
were on. | dragged you in here before the vermin got you. Or the cops. I'm pretty sure you're picture is 
posted up on the wall in the sheriffs office. | was worried" And that earned me a death glare. Jesus, what the 
hell was his problem tonight? | pick the guy up off his drunken ass, drag him in here and put to bed, and he 
gives me lip? 


‘Oh, is that what you call it? What do you call what you did the other night then, huh? Friendly concern?" Axl 
sneered, trying to pick himself up, but his balance was still a lot off. | went forward to help him, even though 
he was being a bastard. "No thanks. | don't need your help. Or want it. In case you forgot, Slash, I'm rather 
pissed at you for lip-locking with me the other night. Or did that not matter to you?" 


Ok, fine, you stupid little bitch. You wanna go, let's go! I've about had it now. 

"Hey, I'm not the one who drank twice my weight in vodka last night, or maybe YOU forgot" | said, running my 
hands through my curls in frustration | should have just left him sleep. Stupid me should have known he was 
going to act like this. He always does. Axl ironed his forehead with his hands. 

"Ugh..stop yelling." He moaned. 

lm not yelling, Axl" | said, folding my arms, trying to bite my tongue, trying to cool it down now. Maybe 


fighting with him isn't the best thing at the moment. "Look, what happened happened. I'm sorry | kissed you the 
other night, ok? Why don't we just go get pizza or takeout or something? You must be hungry, you haven't 


eaten since yesterday." God, | WAS turning into his mother. He frowned, folding his arms. 


"How do | know you didn't do anything to me last night after | passed out drunk, since you're the one who 
kissed me and brought me back here?" | gaped. Oh my fucking God! This is ridiculous! Considering he's the one 
who just spilled his feelings to me last night under the influence of 2 gallons of vodkal 


"Axl, you know damn well | would never do anything like that! Who do you think | am? Jesus Christ! All because 
of a kiss! You're the one who told me you liked me last night and was all cuddly with me when-" 


But | cut myself off too little too late. Oh SHIT! | just opened my mouth and jammed my foot right in it. 


Dammit dammit dammit! 


Axl's eyes grew wide with horror. | had never seen an expression like that on his face before. Ever. Oh no. 


What did | just do? He drew his shaking hands up to his mouth, like he could not believe what he just heard. 


"You..that can't..you're lying!" He cried, but | could see from the look in his eyes that deep down he knew it was 
the truth. | felt physically sick seeing him look like that. He watched me, looking for some sign of denial. My 
stomach sinking down to my toes, | shook my head. He crumpled into himself like a burning piece of aluminium 


foil, putting his hands over his head and looking at anything but me. 
| got closer and reached out a hand to touch his shoulder. 


"Ax." But | hesitated. I'd never seen such a look of horror on anyone's faces, and I've watched a lot of slasher 
films. 


He was crying. Crying. Like, | had never seen him cry before in the two years | had known him. I'd seen him fall 
off his skateboard and break his wrist, and I'd been in that car accident(*), but he never cried. Not until this 
very moment. Shards of glass spilled from his brilliant eyes and fell onto the blanket still covering his scuffed 
leather pants. He buried his face into his hands. Fuck.. No way would | have ever guessed that he would've 
reacted like this.. 


| did the only thing | could think of. | sat in front of him and pulled him into me. | rubbed his back gently with 
one hand and cradled his fiery red head with the other. His head fell against my shoulder, and the dam broke. 
He sobbed into my collarbone without restraint. | could feel molten drops soaking through the cotton of my 
beat-up T-shirt, feel the shuddering breaths and hiccups as he let loose all his feelings in a flood 

"Shhh.it's ok..." 

"Oh G-God..what have | d-done?" 


“Shh..you didn't do anything wrong.tts gonna be ok. Don't cry.." | ran my fingers through his dirty, but still 


slightly silky, hair. 
"l-Im sorry.so sorry." 
"Why are you sorry..2" 
"l-- don't know!" 


"Then don't apologize. It's ok." | just kept rubbing his back, trying to calm him down while feeling absolutely 
awful myself. 


Good thing we didn't have a clock in here, because | knew it had to be night by now and | didn't want to know 
how long he'd been crying. 


(TO BE CONTINUED DEFINITELY!!!) 


(*AUTHOR NOTE: In 1985, right after the classic ONR lineup had gotten together, Duff was driving them all 
back from rehearsal when they were struck by another car who had run a stop sign/lineup doing bOmph. Slash 
walked away from the crash without so much as a scratch; the other four had to be taken to the hospital. 
Duff's car was totaled, and they almost were too. | will be a writing a fic about this in the future. :3 ) 


